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cles. Now they were somewhat revived by the lust and
envy induced by a contemplation of these young men
whom they were destined to condemn, thus depriving
themselves of their bodies forever. She imagined that Pa-
vel was aware of this moist, unpleasant touch and looked
at her with a shudder.
He looked at her calmly and tenderly, a shade of weari-
ness in his glance. From time to time he nodded to her
and smiled.
"Soon—freedom!" were the words she read in this
smile, which was like a caress.
At that moment the judges got up. The mother did too.
"There they go," said Sizov.
"For the sentence?" she asked.
"Yes."
The tension she had been under suddenly broke and
she felt faint from exhaustion. Her brows quivered and
beads of perspiration broke out on her forehead. A weight
of hurt and disappointment struck at her heart and was
quickly transformed into contempt for the court and
judges. Aware of an aching head, she pressed her hand
to her forehead and looked up: the relatives of the pris-
oners had gone over to the bars and the courtroom was
filled with the hum of conversation. She too went to Pa-
vel, took his hand and wept, racked by pain and joy, en-
tangled in a mesh of conflicting emotions. Pavel spoke to
her gently, and the khokhol laughed and joked.
All the women cried, but more from habit than grief.
There was no stunning grief, falling unseen and unex-
pected; there was only the sad necessity of parting with
their children, but even this was alleviated by the im-
pressions of the day. Fathers and mothers looked upon
their sons with mixed feelings, in which mistrust of youth
and the usual sense of their own superiority were strange-
ly blended with something akin to respect. Sad thoughts
as to how they should now go on living were eclipsed by
the wonder inspired by these young people who spoke
so boldly and fearlessly about the possibility of another,

